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ANNIE MORRIS. .
A STORY |

BY MARTHA RUSSELL.

_—* Jdost thou not believe in drt:njm
e of warning spesks prophetic to us
« There is no doubt that there cxist |
1

L eN frdd
A vol
Woallen
such voioes,
Yet 1 would not eall them
Voleis of warning that announce to us I
Only the inevitable. As the sum, |
Ero it is risen, sometimes paints its imagoe !
In tho stmesphere, so often do the spirits |
Of groat uvents stride on before the events, |
And in to-day siresdy walks to-morrow. !

Who that has ever thonght, loved, and sal- |
{ered, in this eross-hiased world, has not, seme-
pme in his life, felt the truth of the pm:t'u!
Deninl is easy, and no age has been |
in the practice of it than this; yet |

el

words
ore expert i - :
.\ul-.,-r:'.;nlllruluﬂn still exists, and must. So lon |

s man walks  the unsteady rope of life,” with |
.\'|-<-ul| limited by sense, there will come, from |
the unfathomable abysses above and helow
lim, prophetic intimations, mysterious whis-

},‘_.r,' strange sounds, like that of the going
u the tops uf the mulberry trees,” heard by the
poet-king of Isracl in the valley of Rephaim,
until fear comes upon him, snd he stands awed
Lefure the mysteries of his own being.  Science
uud philosophy have done much towards ex-
plaining the phenomena of the natural and
physical world. but they cannot gauge spirit;
and whenever the enthusiastic theorist pauses
aud turns his toreh upon his own heart, he is
surtled to find lurking there the very shadows
which he funcied had fled from earth before
its I;g}ll.

‘Hands of invisible spirits touch the strings
Of that mysterions instrument, the soul,
And play the prelade of our fate!'"

There is one place in our neighborhood which
slways calls up, in my mind, reflections similar
o the ahove. It is the site of an old farm-
house, for nothing is now left of the building |
but & portion of the huge chimney, includinﬁ ’
the wide firo-places, in which the swallow an
the wren buwild their nests and rear their
young.

Bat, because we speak of ruin and decay, |
our tale is not necessarily one of horror—* of
ghosts and gobling damned,” of “ moving ta-
pestry,” “sliding panels,” and “ haunted cham-
ter.” for no such evil reputation hovers over
the spot.  The old house was built in the in-
faney of the settlement, by Deacon Ezra G—,
whose gray tombstone is visible from the win-
dow where | write, and inscribed upon it, in
junint, old letters, stand these words: | shall
beliold the face of my forgiving God, and stand
complete in righteousness, washed in my Sa-
viour's blood "—and was tenanted for nearly a
century by his descendants, who have all been
lid by his side in the same glorious huL\e
Moreover, the ww-lmiy. a8 he passes with his
liwing herd, loves to linger there at nightfall,
to witeh the sun set over the Sugar-loaf peak;
aud little sun-bonneted school-girls come there
of & sumwmer noontide, to gather the white roses
or ripe gooseberries from the straggling bushes
that «till mark the site of the old garden; and
childhood lingers not willingly where lurk the
shadows of horror or gloom. Perchance there
i= not_unother person in the village, save my-
self, in whom the sight of the old place raises
any other [eeling save that of ing regret
thut the G—— Elmi] should me L‘lifl::t
among us, and the old place go to decay.

The last of that race died in my early child-
bood, devising the bulk of his somewhat dila
idated estate to the Ecclesinstical Society. So
the old house becume a kind of carnvanserie
for all the migratory families in that region ;
sametimes it would stand unoccupied for some
months, and then, perchance, some mechanic
from the neighboring fuctory village would
move in, and there would be new curtains up
ut the windows, and new faces at the meeting-
huuse ; but these were nlso birds of passage,
vanishing ut the first change in the manufue-
turing «ky. Thus the years alip wed |1,Y‘ dee
ening the brown hue of the o}d elaphoards,
and thickening the green mosses on the roof,
until, at last, the “Society’s Committee ' re-
coied u lettor respecting the old house, which
*addenly muda it un object of interest and im-
purtance to every one in the village. The letter
wits rom a lady—u Mrs. Mary Morris—in-
(airing nto the eondition of the farm-house,
wnd expressing a desire to rent it for an indef-
write period, if it was in a habitable condition,
i she wished to take up her abode in the
Colntey

Stie the nume, the post-mark—which was
tit of w distant city—and the incidental re-
mark that she was 'a distant relative of the
r 4, and had onee visited the old bouse,
the letter gontained no clew to her history or
condition.  The curiosity of our ips was at
fault.  Turn the letter which way they would,
they could mauke nothing more trom it. The
Li—y bad been o patriarchal family, and
their collateral byanches were seattered widely
(ver the country . therefore, while the earpen-
ters und masons wore engaged in repairing the
hiouse, the ancients of the village were quite as
;--ulnu_ﬂli,r employed in settling the question as
t which branch of the family the expected
tennnt could belong, -

Aunt Sally Dean was certain that she was
the rrf{r.ifh'ul' lady who had kpent some weeks
Lt the turm-house, more than twent years be-
v, and “completely bewitched all the boys,
“pecially the old minister’s son, who was then
home from l.'h"l-ge_ with her great dark eyos
;ll-i dashing horsemanship:” and Deacon

Tastin « wife was equally positive that it was

the blue-eyed, hrown-haired girl from York
Mate, who once visited old Mise Huldah G !
'_""J_ [ssed her house regular] every time the
iI.:;-I “ime in or went out, witﬁ a letter in her

.t.r,: ]_I.t-a:i“ Ie.:.h-ru hf.ﬁr;l‘ been set down as

P Ietters T at onee, for the le found
it Hnpossible to believe lhatgn::yp.;:ll: but &
*Weethenrt conld write 8 letter 8o often aa onoe
, ek Both these good dames were very
Pions of their opiniops ; and, as they had
Pty of adbierents, the dispute Letween them
’. metimes Erew Tery '“m llld thrulened to
. reak Ot I N open quarrel ; but, fortunately,
'"'I-:ro: It reachod a gulminating point, & young
.;.--mlumun appeared in the v who an-
(el himsolf ws the relative und agent of
i Morris, and showed the Committee letters
: .“' her. wuthorizing him to inspect the condi-
e 1 the old house, and order such additions
r....l ...'r..;;.[.tmnu us he ullll-lslﬂ proper ; m¢ in

C e many queries put to hi
e them thag t.ieqlndy oy m‘"& ’l;lan.k.'
7 benaty nor the blue-eyed letter-writer, but
lyfuer of quite wnother branch of the
o FoWho had, in her early girlh
2 'm?'lﬂht ut the old l'nm-htu’n?:ilﬁo:”m
vl morcover, that she was the widow ur;
- “foer, with one child, n girl of seven.
ottt her means, or her reasons for

™

| the most inguisitive among them were surprised
' to find that all their information smounted
| this. The trath was, that Ellis, Mrs. Morris's
ing ten linos insertod | woman, knew the world well, and had a

P~ | rapt expectation; Mrs.

to

ql‘:ift
way of bafiling their curiosity, without their
ever suspecting it J g
The advent of the Morris family in our vil-
lage was an era in my lifo. 1 was at that time
n shy girl of fifteen, living in a world of my

| own, which [ peopled with all sorts of roman-

tie heroes and heroines, for which | was chiefly
indebted to some tattered copies of * The Seot-
tish Chiefsy” * Thaddeos of Warsaw,” and the
“Children of the Abbey,” which 1 had found
in the book-cupboard of one of our neighbors.
Few strangers visited our village ; but such ns
did, were at once identified with my favorite
heroes. [ made a Wallace of Colonel Meeks,
whom [ saw once, on his way to a general mus-
ter of militia ; his faithful harper walked the
enrth under the form of apeoldy white-haired,
hulf.blind tinker, who menddd” my mother's
milk pans: and Lady Mar was the Doctor’s
new wife, who was said to be a stern mother to
her predecessor’s children. My Helens and
Amaudas it was more difficult to identify ; for
| saw few whom 1 thought worthy to possess
all their transcendant qualities. Onee or twice,
however, | did so, and was terribly mortified at
the result. Two somewhat showily-dressed
girls were left at our village tavern one day, by
the stage, and I, catching a glimpse of their
flowing ringlets and rosy chueku. endowed
them ut once with all the beauty and misfor-
tunes of iy heroines, and confidently expectod
that some redoubted hero, with * hair like the
raven’s plumage " and “ eyes like night,” would
appear, to bear them off. But, alas! their de-
liverer appeared in the shape of Farmer B—
of N , & short-legged, bald-headed old man,
in a straw hat, and tow-cloth trousers of that
undefinable shade known among the Louse-
wives a3 * walnut-bark color,” who greeted
them as “ Bets and Sul.” and bore them home
with him to the paternal mansion.

Of course, Mrs. Morris and her daughter
became prominent objects in this world of
mine. | watched for their coming duys, and
dreamed of them nights, with a longing impa-
tience, that can be known only by a child
whose life has been as secluded and monoto-
NOUS 48 Was mine.

“They'll be here on Saturday night!” was
the report in the village; so, on Suturday af-
ternoon, | stole out to a ledge of rocks which
overhung the roadside, from the summit of
which | could overlook the country for miles
around, and sat watching the winding road
until the trees and rocks hegan to dilate and
assume wild fantastic shapes in the gathering
twilight.

Farmer Gilbert passed with his ox-cart; two
or three droves of cows loitered along, stretch-
ing their long necks over the fences to caich a
mouthful of tempting grass, or playfully push-
ing at one unother with their white horns
while their truant drivers, with bare feet, and
trousers rolled up above their knees, explored
the brook-course after fresh shoots of young
ealamus.  Files of gabbling geese passed, fol.
lowed by little girls. who counted them over
and over, to see that none had fallen a sacrifice
to the prejudices against their race, but—no
carriage.

What was my surprise and delight, then,
next morning, a8 [ passed the old house on my
way to church, to catch a glimpse of two
strange fiuces et the window. | saw them hut
a second ; and yet that one glimpse was suffi-
cient to realize all my dreams ; and long after-
ward, when constant intercourse had made me
familiar with their fuces, | was never able to
decide which was the most beaatiful—the
mother or the daughter.

Coleridge says that in * every human face
there is either a history or a prophecy, which
should have power to soften or sadden the
heart of the beholder.” In Mrs. Morris you
read both : she was a queenly-looking woman,
over whose rare beauty hung the shadow of a
decP melancholy.

Not long since, | had the pleasure of seecing
a copy of the * Sybil”" by Dominique, and was
struck by her resemblance to it, especially
when she looked upon her daughter; but there
was this difference : the Sybil's look was one of
orris’s that of hoj
less, inevitable fute—just such a look as Jephtha
might have cast upon his child, as she went
torth, with her companions, to the hills.

IT the mother reminded you of “night erown-
ed with stars” or, better still, of & dark moun-
tain lake, over whose motionless depths our
thoughts linger in wonder, Annie, sweet Annie
Morris, the daughter, was like the lily that
sEringu by its margin, all the fairer for the
shadows ; and yet, as colors laid at the roots of
bulbous plants are snid to transmit their hues
to the flowers, go their shadows had not heen
without their influence on her gay, glad spirit,
and she had words of grave thoughtfulness
strange in one 8o young,

Mts. Morris's quiet, reserved manners were
not ealeulated to render her very popular
among the visiting portion of our community.
They set her down as a “queer body,” and
“hoped there might be no good reason for her
keeping such a close tongue ahout her family
affairs; 7 but the neighbors, when they came
to know her, felt for her a sineere love and re-
spect.  Some favors which my mother was
enabled to show them, as strangers, laid the
foundation of a warm friendship letween our
families, and in 0 few monthis Annie and | be-
came inseparable companions.

As [ beeame almost an inmate in the fumily,
1 felt, so to speak, more and more definitely, the
strange gloom that overhung them, and caught,
more than ever, the glance of Mrs. Morris fix-
ed upon her daughter, with that strange ex-
pression of hopeless anguish, as il she foresaw
some evil aganst which neither prayer nor
fuith could prevuil. )

At first, the jest or the song would diec on my
lips on these ocensions; hut a« [ saw this an-
noyed Annie, | gradually learned to command
myself.  As she mever alluded to the subject, |
did not like to question her; Lut once | ven-
tured to seck a solution of the matter from El-
lis, with whom I chanced to he quite a favorite,
For & moment, a shade of displeasure clouded
her good-natured fuce, and I confidently expect-
ed n sharp reproof for my noswer; but it
ed off, and she said in a thoughtful tone, as if
more in answer to Lier own thoughts than my
question— '

“ Borrow ! yes, there has been sorrow enough,
and God knows when it will end!"”  Then see-
ing my eager look, she added, “Don't trouble

our head about other people’s sorrows now,
ittle Mattee. What is to be will be, and you
will have enough of your own by and by, or
you are no true woman ! "

But thus much I did learn—that Annie's fa-
ther had entered the service in direct opposi-
tion to the wishes, even commands, of his
mother; that he had followed his profession
until his marringe with the beautiful Mary
Woodward, when he had remained at home for
some years, bound by the double tie of wife
and child.  But, finally, the old longing for the

returned, and, taking the place of an old
comrade and friend who had saddenly been
disubled on board the ill-futed Hornet, made
one of that noble band of strong hands and
brave hearts whose fate is known to God alone.
Annie told me this as we sat in the® old porch
in the summer twilight, while her mother
}:lood the garden aisles with slow and thought-
“1 was about ten years old at the time,” she

ey L tin i i
b2yt ey e tws St saae st s o | e
e 0 winep tn o With the gossips—they | ber, as if it had been to-dy. how ill mamma

: ..l.n‘ MAn Was u mensibl civil-spoken
:"m-tqlh. to use Men, Mu&'n’- expression b‘?:{
"6 83 u wteel-trap on sech mattors.”

At g
Wik e workmen left the

iy Cuy

was when the first rumoer of the loss of the ship
reached us. It was o dreadful time, and they
:(ll.:‘b:hnem wﬁL be Iihlrﬁ:-:k’: in; but

o grew r, 80 w me
sad Ellis again, ;

“We were staying with '8 mother the
l@dlhuu&ny [ 1 paps o,

“ Doomed ! " | whispered, instinctively, draw-
ing my arm closer around” Wer neck, ns if m
love could shield her from any evil; * doomed,
Annie! "

“Yes; I seldom spenk of it now, hecause it
trouhles mamma. but there is a teadition in the
family that water is fatal to us, and as quite a
number of the race huve met their deaths by
drowning, and grandmamma herseli had al-
ready lost two little hoys that way, it was very
natural, you know, for her to believe :iu» old
saying.”

“Yes, but what was the cause of the tradi-
tion !

“The avarice and ambition of one of our
ancestors. My father's family are of Welsh
descent, and, some generations hack, (Ellis will
tell you just how many. for she hus been in
the l'smi[ly ever since her birth, and is o firm
Leliever in all these things") she said with »
smile, “the family consisted of a widow and
two hoys, They were but half brothers, for
the mother of the eldest had died at his birth,
Edwin is said to have heen a weak, feeble child
from his birth; but Hepburn, the son of the
second wife, was as strong and beautiful as a
young tiger, and quite as fierce and ungovern-
able. They say that Hepburn's mother was a

roud, hard-learted woman ; that she never
oved poor Edwin, and after his father's death
liked ,:;m still less, because most of the proper-
ty devolved upon him, and that Hepburn sharved
in all her feelings. They flattered themselves
he would not live to be a man ; but he did live,
and perhaps it was owing to the very unkind-
ness that drove him to spend the most of his
time in the open air, that when he was about
sixteen years old his health began to mend and
his eye to grow brighter. and his cheek ruddy
like his brother's. Not far from the house was
a rock-bound lake, upon which Edwin was
wont to urond most of his hours in his hont.
One day, | t-lnhum appearcd on the hank with
his gun, for he was & great hunter, and called
to his brother to come and take him across the
lake. Edwin put about at once, and taking
his brother in, they crossed to the opposite
shore together. This was the lust that was ever
seen of poor Edwin. Anold wood-cutter who was
at work in the forest on that side of the lake
had heard a terrible ery as of some one inagony,
and, running to the eliffs, had seen nothing but
the boat of the poor boy half-filled with water,
near the rock where he must have landed his
brother.

“When Hepburn returned at nightfull, pale
and moody, and heard the old man's tale, he
grew terribly angry, and said it must have
been the ery of a bittern that the old dotard
had heard, for he had heard nothing, and he
could not, at that time, have been many rods
distant.

“But Hepburn was seized with a dreadful
fever that night, and eaid such dreadful things—
now raving about his brother, fancying he
stood on the rocks, and poor Edwin was streteh-
ing out his arms to him, and erying for aid;
now springing up and erying vehemently, that
he did not push him in; he only tipped the
boat in fun as he sprung out; and muttering
that folks who could not swim should not go
in boats—that hie mother turned all the people
out of the room, and would allow no one to go
in but herself and a favorite servant. But the
impression got abroad that Hepburn knew
more about his brother's death than he chose
to tell; and when he recovered, the people all
looked coldly upon him, and did not hesitate
to say that if Edwin had not been the heir, he
would not have died. So, when Hepburn and
his youngest boy were drowned in that very
luke many years afterward, they looked upon
it a8 & judgment, and thence arose the tradi-
tion that water is our doom.”

“ And do you believe this?" | asked.

“No at least not always. But grand.
mamma believed it, and so does Ellis.  But pa
used to laugh at it, and call it an old woman's
yarn ; and when grandmamma counted ap how
muny of our family had met their death by
water, he unswered that they were most of
them suilors, and died when sailors ought to
die, and as gravely pointed out how many of
her own family, who were merchants, had died
in their beds. But since his death,” she add-
od, sadly, “I have thought more of it; and
mamma, who was wont to laugh at it, she too
has even come to believe it more firmly than
grandmamma did. And in consequence of
this, and some dream which she had about the
time of grandmamma's death, she left the sea-
shore, nod came here to live, for she canuot
abide the sight of water.”

“ And does sbo really believe that you will
be drowned 77 | asked, Mith a wondering
glance to where Mrs. Morris stood, with her
great, dark eyes fixed upon the rising moon

“[ faney so, but you need not look so grave,”
she added, more gaily, * for I don't know very
well how it can be, seeing there is no water nhout
here suve yonder brook, which you call a river,
und that is hardly deep enongh to drown « kit-
ten; unless, indeed, | should sometime have a
lover, and, fuinting sway at some seratch of a
needle, should be drowned in his tears as was
that unfortunate heroine of whom we read in
Blackwood the other day.”’

“Gerald Rivers does not strike me us one of
the weeping sort,” [ answered, with a mischiev-
ous emile.

A deep blush, visible even Ly the moonlight,
witnessed the correctness of my aim, and rising
hastily, she said—

“ Nonsense ! come, let us go in, and Ellis will
give us some strawberries and milk, which
will be much better than these horrible old
tales.”

Gerald Rivers was the young gentleman who
had acted as Mrs. Morris's agent in arranging
matters about the house. He was a noble,
munly-looking fellow, a law student in the
neighboring eity, and he soon mude his distant
cousinship a pretext for quite frequent visits at
the old farm-house. It was not long before 1
divined the real ohject of his visits, and, pleased
that my favorite should have such a stately
lover, husied mysel{ in making all sorts of “air-
drawn pictares” of their future. Mrs. Morris
was less mcute. Buried in her own sorrowful
thoughts and memories. xhe did not seem to
notice the frequeney of Gerald's visits, nor the
attachment :Euich every day deepened between
him and Annie, until the young man's earnest
und noble avowal of their f;ms, snd request that
she would sanction it by her approval, opened
her eyes.

He met with a firm, almost stern, refusal.
She assured him of her respect, of her love
even, but said there were insuperable objec-
tions to him as her doughter's hushand. But
no entreaties could induce her to divulge these
rensona, or change her decision: and they at
last desisted, for the very mentioning of the
subject seemed torture to her. and all this while
that strange, mournful look darkened her face,
until it became her habitosl expression.

Thus I, who had hitherto lived in a world of
dreams, found a romance acting out under my
own eyes, in which [ was in some measure
participant ; for when Gerald returned to hin
studies, nnd this dark cloud shut down over
Annie's young life, | had promised him to do
all I could to lighten it for her, and afterwards
heenme the bearer of more than one message,
breathing of courage, tenderness, and hope,
from him to her—for Geruld Rivers was not
one to be easily turned aside from his object.

Cheered by his words, Annie struggled on
for n while; but at last she came to me one
day, snd, burying her face on my shoulder,
told me, between her sobs, that they must
“ hope no more.” -

‘FtI::uhod by her daughter's ilent ml-rr{
mother had at last brought herself to tell
reason of her strange opposition to Gerald
can do no better than set down the tale, na |
heard it from the weeping girl, in the gather-

i ight.

mﬁmgu-wm had onoce told me of
family hi she went on to say—

m?'lhl-,-ahn;-mbun the same as she

was bofore that terrible illness ; snd about that
it she had & dreasm—uvision she

the
b

%ll—-—whinhube related to me, and in the
enuse of all this sorrow.

# She saw me brought into the houss in the

been drowned. Two or three times the vision
was repeated ; but the person’s face was always
turned from her, so that she could not see his
features. She has never seen it since wo came
here, until the night before Gerald told her of
our love. Then it was repeated cven more
distinetly than before ; for ghis time the face
was turned toward her, and she says’ con-
tinued the terriied girl, nervously clutching
my arm. “ Oh! Mattee, she says the fice was
that of Gerald Rivers! She firmly Lelieves it
& warning from Heaven, and that in separa.
ting me from Gerald, she i€ saving mo {rom
death !
“ Why, it's a dream, or an optical illusion ;
nothing more or less ! 1 eried
“8o | think.” she replied, sadly: * but it is
none the less hard that all our hopes must he
sacrificed to a dream. For who can consinee
muamma ! 7
“1 can” [ replied, proud of my recently
guined knowledge on these sghjects, (for | had
been reading Brewster's Natural Mage,) “ 1
can;” then remembering the awe in which |
had always stood of Mrs. Morris, | added, = or
if | cannot, old Parson Smith can, and she
will hear to him "
“Yes, if to any one: for he is the only one
who possesses much influence over her sinee
she has taken such a dislike to Gerald,” said
Annie, looking up, and catching hope from my
tones rather than my words. * Poor mamma '™
she added, after a pause, “she thinks she scts
for the best; and were there no one but me
concerned, | wounld try w0 bear it—but—=Ger-
ald—to think his whole life should Le dark-
ened by a dream /"
Old Dr. Smith was not the minister of the
[::Ifi!‘]l at the time of which | write, though he
ud been for more than forty vears; for quite
a number of our people had become strongly
imbued with the modern notion, that wisdom
and usefulness, especially among clergymen,
are to be found only with the young, and the
old man had vaeated his pulpit in favor of Mr.
Z. But | had been brooght up with all man.
ner of old-fashioned notions ; &0 to him | went
with my troubles. He heard me in silence,
until 1 mentioned the fact of my hearing mes-
sages from Gerald to Annie. when he slowly
rased his index finger, as was his custom when
about to utter words of rebuke or censure ; but
as | kept bravely on with my story, it began
to droop, and when I censed, hie laid his hand
on my head, and commended me for coming
to him, saying that such matters were alto-
gether too serious for such young heads us mine
to manage ; that Mrs. Morris was douhtless
laboring under some disease, which ought to
be looked to; and, moreover, that he liked
Gerald Rivers much, and would see what could
be done.

It was the last of October, and the next two
weeks were as rainy and dreary as mid-sutumn
weeks could be.  As | was necessarily confined
at home, | saw nothing of Annie until, to-
wards the last of the second week ; when, ns
the ruin had ceased, she unexpectedly made
her appearnnce at our door, and asked if |
could accompany her to the west side of the
town, on an errand for her mother. | was soon
ready, and we took our way along a rather
nnfrw:‘ur.'nteil rond, fringed with wet, black,
draggled stalks of what had been late sutumn
flowers, and overhung by furest trees. whose
rusty brown leaves ﬂu}:pad idly down, and ear-
peted our path, sticking to our clothes and
shoes, as if anxious to wrap us in & mantle of
decay. It was a dreary time. and our conver-
sation unconsciously took the same tone. We
reached our destination, however. perfurmed
our-errand, and were more than half way home,
when Annie remembered that she had fuiled

Gerald Rivers and [ met over the dead body
of her we both loved so well Together we
followed her as chief mourners to her grave
amid the hills, and then, with a few earnest,
broken words, which gave me a deeper insight
into the noYleness of Ein nature and the depth
of his love than | had ever had before, we
parted—he to learn the t lessons of life in
the busy ficlds of action, in the great arena of
political strife, when a ready hand, a true heart, |
und an earnest soul, are so much needed, and |
alas! are so soon lost, and | to con the same
lessons amid the little nameless duties of house- |
hold life. |
Our paths lie far apart. Yet once or twice
it has been my fortune to look upon him in !
his high station’; and although we speak little |
of the past, | know that, amid all the trials
and temptations that have sod do besct his |
wth, the memory of her whe “ on "|
sfore us has been with him, like the soft,

tremulous radiance which the rising moon casts |
upon the waters, to give strength and hope ; |
for it i® not until we have left the misty vale |
of sorrow, that we |

* Can see the helpers tod hus sent

And how Lifo's ragged mountain side

ls white with many sn angel tent

Fur the Nutional Era
THE CHILD.

“ Witk the Ecil by their haarthatones groppling at |
severcr cost. —WHITTIER

A child—a gentle, winning child,
Is duncing lightly round my knec,
And Inughs that 1 heve faintly smiled
U'pon her artless gleo

The teth are overy one a poarl,

Fach graceful limb nets well its part
And Innocence, my litte girl,

Diwells in thy happy heart

Bmooth s the plumage of the dore,
Soft as tho eider's down, her cheok,
Where tears and dimples doarly love

To play at hide and sevk.

And though the caskel wore without
Poor mortal bosuty, from this shrine
A denthless spirit ashes out,
A breath of Life Divine,

Thonght glancos through tho sotive brain,
Lovo beamoth through the soft, black uyus,
Like star-rays from the brilliant train
‘That gems the midnight skies.

Hath Time but bondage for this Mind ’
Hath Earth but thraldom for this Beul *

Hath Man but tears, these eyes to blind,
And down this eheck to roll !

Perfoction hero hath placed His mark
Of fair proportion vn this hand,

And though the velvot skin is dark,
Tis dark at His command.

The lisping music of her tone
May (ail the white man’s heart to stir,
But He upon the ** tireat White Throne'
Will bow His ear to her

No anburn curl His fiat ot
To font ahove her noble brow,
But crisped, lamblike locks of jet
Beforo His throne may bow ;

For He hath numhered all her hairs,
Who nombers all the cherubim,
And whoso wronga hor, Ho doclares
Hath done that wrong to Him'

to leave at the house of the furmer some money
which her mother owed to a poor woman who
lived some way further on, and who expected
to find it at Mr. Green's.

Knowing her mother’s exact business halits,
she decided to go back. 1 am confident
mamma would rather 1 should do so, than dis-
appoint Mra, Mead, who doubtless needs the
money. even if we do not get home till after
dark.” she said, with a glance at the declining
sun.

So we turned to retence our steps, but had
not gone far before she stopped and proposed
taking a footpath through the fields, saying
that we might have saved nearly half the dis-
tance if we had gone that way before; that
she had been that way with Ellis once, hut did
not think of it when we went over.

I knew the path well, but I knew. alao, that
in going that way we should he obliged to
eross thiat mountain stream, which Annie had
once referred to a8 not being deep enough to
drown u kitten. It was to be sure, shallow
enough the greaier part of the year: but at
that time it was swollen by the heavy rains,
and though [ had no fear for myself, somehow,
the strango tale which xhe had told me of her
race haunted my imagination, and 1 did not
like to venture with her. 1 mentioned this,
hut he rnlnlied, with & langh, which had somo-
thing of the cheerful tone of old—" Why, we
have crossed the old pole n dozen times, at
least, this summer. Besides,” she ndded, while
an expression of pain contraeted her benutiful
mouth, “there is no danger, now that they
have parted me from Gerald!”

I made no further objections, but elimbed
the fence, nnd led the way nlong the narrow
puth to where n pole spanned the stream, and

nve nccess to the other side. Though the
volume of water was much inereased, its depth
was not over two feet in any place: but the
channel was narrower here than above, and
the current very rapid and strong,

“Goon!"” eried Annie, seeing me pause at

the end of the pole, *'it will be dark hefore we

get home, if we do not Imrr{, and they will
loo

rouse the neighborhood to for us!"”

I erossed with n steady step, and, springing
to the ground, turned to watch her progress—
turned just in time to see hor waver and pitch
headlong into the middle of the stream. For
one second [ stood stopefied ; then, with u loud
ery for help, rushed into the water, but the
strong current almost lifted me from my feot
and ns | grasped an alder to save my own life,
the hody of my poor friend swept past, just
].qywd my Erasp, and onward some rods to.
ward a place called the Deep Hole, where her
dress caught in some projecting snag, and held

her fast,
Before | could rench her, a young man, the
son of a farmer in the neighborh who hap-

pened to be in the fields, heard my ery, and
came to my aid. He plunged in, and drew the
r Firl to the shore. Without hecding my
F::ntac cries, as | hung over her, he pointed to
a dark bruise on her temple, and said, with a
face almost as white as her own, ns he took
her in his strong arms—
“Nee, she must have struck s stone as she
fell. We are as near her mother's house ns
uny, if we take the cross road; and perhaps
we had best carry her there, for what is done
must be done soon. You go on, Mattes, and
kinder break to ‘'em what's coming.”
Like one who walks in some horrible dream,
I erossed the fields until | came in sight of the
old farm-house! where Ellis stood leaning over
the gate, watching for our return. Somethin
in my face and manner must have warn
them of evil; for, before | reached the gate,
Mrs. Morris had joined her, nnd to the gues.
tion, “ Where is Annie ! | pointed to where,
at & turning of the road, John Payne appear-
ed, Imriu‘ﬁnr body.
Dead! drowned, drownoed ! said Mrs, Mor-
rin, in & tone searcely above a whisper, yet

which, it seemed to me, might have been henrd
for mi[o-. 80 terribly distinct was every syllabls ;
and turning upon me o face which [ shall
never, never forget, so intense and rigid with
Agony Was ine and feature. “ [t cunnot
be! that is not Rivers!”
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In & fow moments the physician and my
mother had arrived, md,nuuulbgluhi
ful Ellis, were using every means for the
suscitation of the unfortunate girl, but in
while old Dr. Smith sat by the miserable

His Blood may wash her whito ns snow —
Hin Light mny turn her night to duy—

His Love within her heart mny glow,
Aund dry hor tears away ;

For ho was pierced, und hought sud sold,
And searned, and scourged, for her—and died
That she might walk the streots of gold,
Redvomod snid sanctified '

When rocks and mountaine fil to hide
The proudest of Earth's laurollod Kings,
This sistor of tho Crucified
May sonr on snowy wings

And, mingling with the white-robed throng,
With thrilling harp and waving palm
Forover sing the holy song
Of Moscs and the Lamb '

And is she mine By all s prayors,
By all His tears, by all His blood,

Hhe is her Mastor's—and Ho boars
The awful name of —Gioed '

The glorious God of Freedom '—He

Wha mudo the light, the wind, the were,
Mo froe ' —must His own image he

Thist hwndenuffod thing—a slave '

Who mude the Mind to xonr so high,

From sun to sun, through houndless spaeo’
Who made the Soul with wings to fly

Up toite Maker's faco!

Oh God ' to seo Thy miniature

With shackled hands and fettered feet '
And then with unrobed soul ondure

Thy look—that all must moet'

Now, thongh her eolar nnd her hirth

Have bowed bher neck and hont her kuee,
A God's Vieogeront here on earth,

Eho must and should be froe

But oh ' the hond around her neck,
Around my struggling soul is bound

A huge Constrietor—who can brenk
Its olusp, or heal ite wound *

When Mosvs comes, he comes to all,
Then I among the frst will be—
The very first to hear his eall,
The first to say, ** Bo Free' "

Hut now our eyea are very dim,
Our enrs are dull, our hands are wonk —
Our souls so palsied, tongue and limb
Hoom dead till he shall sponk.

“ And who art thou ? to elnim w rest,
On guilty Pharach's guilty throne” ™

A voies seems sounding through wy lreast,
With dread, awakoning tone '

And yot I soe, on vither hand,
Thu wise, the lovely, and the good,
Who do not hear this stern command
Hnve | misundorstood *

Anid who will toil with her for hread *

And elothe her forin with garments fair ’
And all lifo-eomforte round her shod,

And bear bor lond of oare !

Aud who will guard, as [ shall guard,

Her hoart from pain, hor soul from vice ’
And guide her toward the blest rewnrd

Of holy Paradise?

© Who feeds the ravens when they cry *
Who sees the spareow when st falls 7'
Awauy ' "tis all n phuntasy '
I know not Him who ealls'

Hnrk! joyous as a sinloss bird,

When early dawn hath sweotly smiled,
Agnin! agnin' My oar hath hoard

Thy erowlng laugh, poor child !

The very lnok that Peter fult,
Wheu, at tho thrice-repented erow,
s faithloss hoart wae made to melt—
That fook burns on me now '

In valo—in vain—no rest T find ;
My soul ix liko a troublod sea |

My light is darkness' May the blind,
My Baviour! bow to Thee!

Now, by Thy clear, in-shining Light,
Thy holy, dear, um_hu.

I feel the darkness from my sight,
Like fulling scales remove.

mother, silently ing for one who never
wept nor prayed E'. iumlf ngain; for, within

1 knew my heart within me burned,
I marvelled st sash quickening thought,

Rabboni' now 1 know Thy voiee
The voiee that bids, * undo the yoke
And though [ tremble, T rejube

For wow my chorn in broks |

But lo! hero comes n varied throng
With equul rights, and equal ploas

The old, the young—the weak, the strong
What shall I do with thess *

In spirit now 1 see thew knoel,
My Saviour! as I knelt to Thoe
Fur Freedom. Aid me now to deal
As Thou hast dealt with me'

" Ilo is the freeman whom the Truth
Mukes freo, nod all are slaves hoside

tio, hoary age'
Frov as the fowing tids

go, glowing youth

* Bo free from overy varthly ehain
No will hut Batan s now can bind
No will but God's shall now rostrain

Your heart, and soul, and mind

But Egypt's hosts press hard behind
Before, I honr the Red Sea roar
The descrt way, so hard to find
A durk elond hangeth o'er’

Ahme' 1 know mot where to go
I know not bow—1 kuow not whun
A whisper, soft, and sweet, and low,

Broathes gently, ** kneel again "

Again I knool—too weak to stand,
Aguin tho Voico is in mine ear,

“Thy strength is wenkness— My right hand
Is Power' De still' and hoar!

He stall!
Al filledd with fame, yet ot consumed '

e povssivee ma the bush,

So shall thy seul's devp, silent hush
Be liko that bush ilumed !

* Bo thon as Moses, 1 am tiod
And I have heard my people’s groan
Thy legal right is but the rod

By which my powoer is shown'’

“The workeis Mine—the sinve is Mine
The waster Mine—und Mino the way
The time is Mine, this only thine,

To hear, and o obey

“The eloud that fills thy soul with dread,
That eloud s Mine, and filled with Love,

To point the wey which thou must tread,
To move when thou must move

“Mere human will, mere human wight,
More human wisdom, can but mar

I win the pillared fire by night,
I am the Morning Star

1 s Jehovah, and 1 lead
My people wheresow'er 1 will,
1 am the Saviour, and I fesl
With hoavenly munun still

1w the Bhephard of the flock,

That learns to know tho Shopherd’s voice
I am for those the smitton Rock,

That fows with heavenly joys.

1 build for theso the erystal wall,

1 benr thew throngh the deep dry #hod
T am to them their AllLin All-

Their Father, and their God!

“1 Am' and when my work is done
The Master with the Slave shall raise
This grateful songg 2 To Thoe alone
Not unto us, the'praise " "

| -
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ordained by God; founded on the eonstitution
of our natures; alwiys in npﬁmtiun-——mmn Jinmos
for gooid, sometimes for evil. 1t is this institu-
tion which originutes and controls ull vthers,
the Chureh, the State, edueation, intelligence,
Government, schools, Legislatures, courts of
justice, ngriculture, mechanic arts, commerce,
architecture, the fine arts, socinl intercourse,
morals, manners, general refinemeont, progress
national reciprocations, future prospects, every-
thing human.

The Book of Creation is a divine volume,
prepared expressly for the divine institution:
nlways open, everywhere; rich, beautiful, ox-
haustless ; studied cagerly, learnt rapidly, un-
derstood correctly, used practieally, constantly.
The pelble, the lenf, the insect, manifost di-
vine wisdom, infinite power, houndless good-
noss.  The heavens, the earth, airy oceans,
mountaing, rivers, laokes, breezes, whirlwinds,
tarnadoes, earthijuakes, voleanoes, dews, show-
arn, storms, elonds, are leaves, ench containing
innumerable lines, words, and letters, in the
divine volume. Every letter in this great hook
affords instruction to ench member of the divine
institution, rich, beautiful, practical, boundless,
The institution and the volume linve the same
author, making ench divine, and each exuctly
ficted to the other. This hook, if used as in-
tended by its nuthor, inevitably enlls into action
the, eye, the hand, the mind, imagination, tasto,
Jjudgment, lofty, holy aspirations, nrdor, gen-
erosity, industry, perseverance, conrage—true
elovation and digoity of character in those for
whom it was designed.

Parents aro the tenchors appointed by the
author of the institution and the volume, to in-
struct the ono into the riches, beauties, and
uses of the other. The responsilility of these
tenchers is not teansterable. It issosolemn so
vast, b0 holy, so intricate, sominutoly interwoven
with their very existence, nd to render  trans-
for impossible, and if possible, sacrilegious,
treacherous, ilupimm. Conventional sehools mny
aid this divine institution, but can never take
its placo—not in one iotu Jossen the responsi.
bility of the tmu:lhnr u'f: d]iriundnppu;ntnwnt. l
e responsibility of theso divinely appointec
teachers is too sacred, too solemn, to Il:a trans.
ferred ; the fulfilment of it, too delightful to be
relinquishied. The most solemn responsibility
and the highest, purest duli;Tht attached to hu-
manity, arehere #o intimately and indisolnbly
united na to show their divine origin, affording
n rich and glorious display of wisdom, power,
infinity.
To fulfil thew solemn responsibility, these
teachers of such high appointment must give
lessons from the volume expressly prepared fur
them, and fitted alike to instruct and entartain
the pupils committed to thoir chargo.  To re.
linguish this divine volume for thoss of human
origin in impious. To displace this volume of
matchless beauty and ex mu‘;.lnulu ;i.ihas for n
fow of misty, meager, doubtful instroe-
ﬁm,ﬁ:‘fﬁl ude to impiety—rank infidelity
and pitiable folly combined,
The Book of Creation is the book ; it is the
hook of all books—the * Older Volume of God.”
On it is founded the Book of Revelation, the
later volume of the Crentor. Without the for-
mer, the latter could not exist, Each is & coun-
terpart of the other, together muking a com-
lete wholo—simple in their lossons, boundless
in theirinstructions, illimitable in their beauties,
inexhaustible in their riches, lofty in their
sonrings, holy in their -Trutim constant
and m!ldlntﬁ' applied to the varied, number-
Lo, censcless wants of every member
of the divine institution, for which the older
nnd later volumes are provided by the divine
and glorious Author of both.
Until these two volumes, both divine, are
made the ipal hooks of instruetion, and
nts—the divinely.appuinted teachers—ful-
| their r ibility in unfolding their con.
tonts to the institutions placed in their charge,

Save when you ure young, to spend when

The family is n divine institution—na sehiool

Kilbourn, Delaware co., Ohwo, O¢t. 7, 1852 —
There i & cheering prospect for Freedom's
enuse in this region.  The Fugitive Slave Law
-IF'I ir as | hear an eXpression of l)]lmtr-n L]
nn'm:muunl'\' l'_lrl'lliﬂunl-d Thn f;'.LIUrnl'vrrl l]-‘»m.
veratic and Whig finality resolutions are repu.
dinted by those who sull intend to vote for
Pierce and Seott  There is great apathy in
the Whig and Democratic ranks and many
who have always adhered to those parties. now
express their_determination to vote for Havw
We l‘ﬂlﬂidunﬂ_ expect Hale's vote in this town-
slip will be threo times us lurge as that given
to Van Buren i 1848—one who voted for
Taylor says it will be from five to wen times as
large: and were the people to act in aceord-
ance with their principles, this estimate would
probably prove correct. But the usual appli
anves will be diligently employed, und no douhe
with considerable sucorss, to prevent a deser-
tion from party lines
What our friend saye in his letter, from
which the foregoing is nn estravt, concerning
reported remarks of Mr Hale, he must not
eredit.  An editorin! in our lust number fully
explnins, we think. the origin of the tiisrepre-
s-'l‘.ﬂalt|ull_—-—-b‘|.lll "..fl.i

Rochester, Beaver co., Penn. et 10, 1852 —
Heretatore this horough has never polled 4 vote
for Liberty, but, from present indications, | um
encournged to hope for one dozen at least

Jacksonville, Indiana, Ocl. 8 1832 —Ths
friends of J. P. Hale here feel in fine spirits,
though we do not expect to poll a large vote
yet, from the favorable aceounts we hear from
the North, we are encournged to beliove that
the “good time s coming " when our pring:-
rln-n shall become the ruling principles of the
and.  In conversation yesterdiny with an intel-
lygent Domocrat, who has served several terms
in our State Senate, he stated to e that he
believed the Free Demoeratic party would event-
ually become the ruling party, and that which-
ever purty should be deleated nt the coming
election, that party would mostly fall in with us.

Lenox, Ohio, Oct 4, 1852 —1 suggest that
the Era publish the Fugitive Law, with the
yeos and nays, and that wll Free Democratie
pupers copy. Lt seemns W me this would be an
mportant document to cirenlate before elee-
tion. If you think it not best to publish the
law in the Eva, for want of room or other canse.
please give the yeas and nays, Whig and Dem-
ocratie, North and South, '

I will only say there is o dispute here in .
gard to the number of Whig votes given for
the law, und ull partiss ngeoo that the Era
shall decide. [ do not want the above sugges-
tiom published, as it would be indelicats for an
obscure voter to make suggestions. My, Gid-
dings and Mr. Wade spoke in Orwell on last
Thursday. The full proceedings you will receive
in duo time.  Five thousand i the field!

anu.'rm 11, 1852 —Can you inform us
I\\'_Iu.-.llu_:r Seott is 0 Roman Catholic urnot |, and
1!_ he is not, please inform us what is Lis reli-
gious faith,

General Scott, according to a statement
mude in the newspapers by the Rev. Mr. Pyne,
an Fpiscopal elergyman of this city, is a regu-
lar nttendunt of the Episcopal chureh, and not
n Catholic.  Wa regrot that a candidate's de-
nominational connections should be brought
into question in & Presidential contest

Ed. Era.

Postscript —1 wish to eall your attention
to the following serap, which | copy from the
.\uln-mﬂ'f Anti-Slavery Standard of October Tth,
ls it true that General Scott has ever written
or spoken ko very patiotically ?

“1f 1 ever, as General Seott at the head of
the nrmies of the United States, us plain Mr.
Seott deprived of my commission, or us Presi-
dent Scott if it should pleass the wople 1o
clevate me to that Ligh position, if { ever do
anything caleulated to impair the efficiancy of
the Fugitive Slave Law, or having s tendency
to its repeal, then write me infamous before
my name, unid kick me into the gutter, —
General Scott to My Upton of Lowssuna

Wa cnunot say whether Genornl Seott is
reported correctly or not. The truth is, we
have generally declined to give mero henrsay
reports, or the reports of private fnyings, ol
oither Genernl Pierce or General Seott. W
prefer to judge them by their authorized ex-
pressions of opinion, and by their acknowl-
odged aets,

South  Prospect, Muine, Ot 8, 1852 —The
work goes bravely on in this State ; Documents
are eagerly sought for and read  In this town,
where there have never hoen o dozen votes

pthirown for liberty, from 75 to 100 will be

thrown for the gallant Hule.  The two eopies
of the Era | gotin hero lnst wintor, | think
were the first Free Soil papers taken in town.
The onmpaign papers now subseribed for go
into the Ilmmiu of reading men, who will Le
certain to renew their subsoriptions

Cush Post Office, Clearfield co., Pennsylvania.
I called at the post oftice the 1st of this wonth,
us | thought urroml;hs to your directions in the
Era, and paid the [lnmtuge fur six months for
the paper. | paid 13 cents for ench of my pa-
pum-t.hn_llmr.mnator was out, | paid it to his
deputy. The next week Le told me himself
thut | paid only for one guarter, us usunl—that
when it was not paid at Washington, the post-
age was s usual.  For some time luw. hao
charged me two cents for sending the Era to a
friend, nfter reading it myself, about sixty miles
in the ml{'uiuing county.  He said it was over
weight; he huw no seales from Washington,
but lus some of his own for weighing ealomel
und arsenic. Will you be s0 kind as to state
in the Era whether we must puy the postage
at Washington, or if we can pay at the offive
where we got the paper.

The postinnster is wrong.  He has beon led
into error, we perceive, by the first publication
of the Postuge Law in the Washington city pa-
pers, which omitted this very important clsuse,
“or at the office where delivered”” A day or two
afterwards, these papers published a corrected
copy of the Law, which declares that the post-
nge on newspapers in lnlf & cent » number
when paid in advince, quarterly or by the
year, at the office of publication, or at the office
where the paper 15 delivered. The postmaster
ut Cush oflice will plense take notice of this
fuct; and should ho neglect to do o, and act
ncoordingly, he will receive instructions from
headquarters.—Ed. Era.

Providence, R. 1., Oct. 13, 1852 —Wa have
started o woekly Free Soil paper, ealled the
Rhode Island Free Democrat, with Hale and
Julian st its head, We are in fine spirits here,
und are confident of doubling our vote of '45,
and have hopes of trebling and even quadru-
pling the same. The ig and Democratio
mpers here have endeavored to get us to sleep
y saying nothing about us; but since our pa-
per has come out, and we have begun to move,
m nre evidently (by appeals to their ranks) u
little concerned. @ hold our State Conven-
tion, to nominate electors, the 20th of October.
Boe assured that Rhode Island will do her

in the coming election, to rebuke the partics
(with their platforms) which assembled at Bal-
timore

Freedom cluba are fomi:'f ull over the State,

all other institutions must remain foohlo and | and by election duy we shall be urmed, equi
fulliblo ;  knowledge, Sod. ud ready for the war: oy
» ?l:::l', nn:t be more OO:‘IIIM m A

short, of e Poind, 80d Tl of 8ecom- | e nene. autiad the - Saoser of Loty
plishing its purposes for human beings u..b....-l:umcuw It ndvocates
sad for by election of Hale and Juliun, and is said 40 be

conducted with marked sbility. Sucows to it.
The mams of the Norwegians we kuow are with

you are old.

us in sentimens.




